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Some say that was his birth 
name. Others say that history 
passed that mantle upon him on 
account of his actions and the 
legend that grew thereof. 


These things should not 
concern you, however. 


All that matters at this juncture 
is that his name was Ichabod... 


The next dawn Ichabod 
owned twenty new horses. 


Stories vary over when Ichabod 
first drew tne blood of another. 


or so the song went. 


I even heard a song one night 
by a campfire that told how his 
‘babtism’ saw him facing down 
twenty rifle-packing men on horse- 
back armed with only one pistol. 


I wish I could tell you that Ichabod’s father 
was taken to drink or discipline by belt and 
fist. That life immediately treated the boy 
as it would a loathed enemy. 


His name is Ichabod 
and he was a killer. That 
much cannot be denied. 


But, the way I heard it, his upbringing 
was a hard out normal one for the age. 


I guess some people are just born mean. 
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* He ran with a notorious group of 


bushwhackers in the virgin days 
of the War Between the States. 


A great deal of mayhem and mis- 
hap occurred at their hands. Many 
pro-Union men visited kingdom. 


Many brave men of the South did similar. 


Eventually, Ichabod chose to set out alone. His 
Missouri companions, unnerved by the severity of his 
continued presence, did not argue with his choice. 


In a landscape of chaos, the clarity of 
a cause can often become obscured. 


Some just seized the opportunity 
to kill with impunity. 


God-fearing families gathered their 
possessions and fled the region so they 
might find some semblance of safety. 


These were dangerous 
days to be abroad. 


They were days of heavy dark- 
ness. Loss was a kinsman to all. 






Eventually, the city of Corinth held one funeral 
too many at his hands, the loss of an idealistic 
new lawman being the final capacious wound. 


His was an unerring aim, almost super- 
natural in nature and available for hire to 
any cause, regardless of its moral merit. 


Ichabod’s notoriety grew. And that 
is not a good thing for an outlaw. 


Killed more men than marriage, 
so Bloody Bill’s legend went. 


A reckoning was coming for Ichabod. 



Yet the ghost of luck rode with him 
a while longer, for it was then that 
he disappeared. No word was heard 
of him for a full four months. 


Some posited that he was killed. 
Finally defeated in a knife fight by 
a monstrous strong Injun, I heard. 


took him in that winter to finalise 
the minutiae of a previously 
agreed legal contract. 


One man I spoke to claimed he 
knew the real truth of Ichabod’s 
invisibility — that he had a secret 
love who would take him in for 
long periods and offer him solace. 



That she, a rare natural beauty 
of angelic grace, was the only 
thing on this Earth that could 
tame his clawing rage and give 
him something akin to peace. 


Of course this was nonsense. 
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?U\CB THAT 
ABUSING STAKE 

somewheke 

BOV. 


AGE POES 
NOT PETEK MB 
FROM PISCI Rim. 


The snows eventually passed, however. 


Sure enough, Ichabod returned to 
Corinth, as a predator always will to 
bountiful lands filled with amenable 


prey. 










Yes, Bloody Bill and his men laid in wait. 


Theirs was the patience of a poor 
young beauty who weds a wealthy 
and ebullient septuagenarian. 


And the deflection of missiles was not 
within Ichabod’s considerable skill set. 


His steed had perished and Ichabod was wounded 
grievous, his life-blood easing away to memory. 


He took down seven of them, nonetheless. 


Even in considerable agonies 
his shot was fearsome. 


Yet somehow, through an 
impure determination, 
he avoided Bloody Bill 
and exited Corinth. 












Ichabod was many things but a 
fool was not among their number. 

He was dead and his path to Kingdom 
had long been unattainable. 


He had enjoyed no miraculous 
escape. The fulsome ventilation of 
his mortal wounds testified to that. 


Yet the awful pain of his recent disagreement 
with ‘Bloody’ Bill and his boys had vanished 
like his conscience many years hence. 


So, he decided, this must be the other place. 
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Which meant that unrealised agony 
currently rode in his direction. 











Ichabod considered those words. 
They had an effect on him. 


His crimes were many - and even those freed 
by iniquity never truly escape the knowledge 
that theirs is but a temporary pass from justice. 


He found at that moment, to his surprise, 
that he could leave behind a blackened 
life of bubbling blood, smashed bone and 
fractured teeth with relative ease. 



But there was one thing he 
could not leave behind. 




The grace, speed and impossibility of Ichabod’s 
attack took his assailants hy surprise. 

What subsequently happened to the lead 
horseman, however, shook even Ichabod. 








METAPHORS \ / YOU GOT TO GO TO 
HAVE POSNER HEREBY THE Rl VER. All SOULS 
BOY. IPEAS SHINE HAVE TO. THEN YOU'LL 
LIKE FORTY- . FINP OUT THE TRUE 

MINERS' POCKETS K SUMMATION OF 
ANP GUILT IS A / V YOUR LIVING 
CURRENCY All / ACTIONS. 

OF ITS OWN. 

YOU SEN£7 ME 
POW N TO THE PARK 
PIACE NOW , OTHERS Will 
COME AFTER. AN ARMY Will 
RISE AGAINST YOU IF NEEL 7 
BE ANP PRAG YOU TO 
THE WATER'S EPGE. 




THERE'S RUIES 
HERE. SON. RUIES 
THAT HAVE TO 
BE OBEYEP. 


NOW, I PON'T 
KNOW HOW YOU TOOK 
ME ANP MY BOYS POWN. 

I PON'T KNOW HOW THERE'S 
WORKING BULLETS IN THE/VI 
GUNS WHEN NONE CAN 
EXIST HERE. 


THERE'S SOMETHING 
UNUSUAl ABOUT YOU FOR A 
MORTAl SOU l, I'll APMIT. BUT 
YOU'RE GOING TO THE RIVER 
REGARPIESS. 
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To Ichabod, the blurred steed seemed 
to be following a definite, recalled 
path in its journey to The River. 








They waited in neverending line to be 
taken on to their next destination. Ichabod 
planned to commandeer their transport 
and alter its course, returning him home. 




























AN£7 PAIN 15 SOME- 
THING A PEMON 

KNOWS 


AS PEI? THE 
GREAT AGREEMENT; I HAVE 
£OMMANPEP HORSEMEN ANI7 
H ER£7EP SOULS HERE FOR 
COUNTLESS LIFETIMES. 


BUT I CANNOT 
RECALL A MORTAL EVER 
FIGHTING FOR FREEDOM LIKE 
YOU; NOR ONE HAVING THE 
ABILITY TO SO HARM 
MY 3L.UKKBI7 KIN. 



SO HOW'S 
ABOUT I TAKE 
A LOOK? 


SWEET THAT YOU SHOULD ATTEMPT TO 
PROTECT THEM. MAYBE I WILL 
THEM RIGHT NOW; JUST SO YOI 
WAT£H. JUST SO I C (\ N SEE HOW 
YOU REAOT. 

Y'SEE; I'M ALL KINPS 
OF CURIOUS WHEN IT £OMES 
TO WHAT MAKES YOU 1\CK, 

WHAT GETS YOU FIGHTIN' AN£7 
KILLIN' LIKE THIS. 









567 AWFUL LONELY 
OSB FIBLPS , WITHOUT 
» KBBP HBR SAFB. 


What he did know for certain, 
though, was that this new world had 
an incisive way of causing you agony 
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GLEASON. 


Ichabod was freed from his appalling 
grasp, although not from the torture 
of the demons ferocious violation. 


... who the old man 
in question was... 


He did not fully understand what had 
just occurred, whether his love was safe. 


... or what his continuing 
connection to Ichabod may be. 


But he did know one thing. 




Legends are written far 
too easily in modern days, 
oft without merit. 


But, even if his own tale had 
ended right there, Ichabod’s 
longevity would have been assured. 

For in that moment of egregious 
fury he did something no mortal 
had achieved since long before the 
days of the Great Agreement: 









A grave frozen fear fell upon all, the sort 
that none could even explain. As if their 
soul knew something secret and awful 
that their conscious mind did not. 


The desire for flight and panic 
was overwhelming and all 
accepted it without query. 
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With no horse left to carry him, and no other route 
available, Ichabod set off on foot and headed as far 
from the Great River as he felt possible. 


The wastelands, Gleason had said, contained rogue 
demons and angels. Pariah spirits, some of whom 
occasionally travelled across to the living world. 

Finding one of these anomalies became Ichabod’s zealous 
aim, although capturing anything in this apathetic expanse 
struck him as being far beyond difficult. 





And the old man? Twice now, he had appeared 
before Ichabod: once in Corinth, and then again 
to protect Ichabod’s love from the demon. 

M 

Black and white jarring 
against blood-fuelled colour. 


Like an uninvited vi 
from beyond the liv 






HO, FRIBNP. &l.esse(7 
MERABS. WHAT A 
RARE COI NCI PENCE 

THIS IS/ 






Visibility quickly disappeared like 
the money of an inebriated and 
blind gambler in a dishonest casino. 


Ichabod’s irritation towards General 
M. Beauregard was instantly forgotten, 
replaced by a dizzying discombobulation. 



It felt for all the world as though the very 
nature of this environment was attempting 
to keep Ichabod from reaching his goal. 


•»»- > \ 

He cared little for nature, 

• '/ •' *\ 

however, and defied it thus... 


Place one foot in front of another and 
repeat, he thought. That was ever enough. 
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